W hat I like about the poem is the internal mumbling, bitching, & the poem as an explanation of how a poem gets "m ade" thru co-mingling of the public & private voices. I like th at poem better, now, than "The M an" or "Crimes of Passion," which are, tho consistent in tone, etc., not quite as expansive in the use of voice, i.e., the latter sets a stance, a character, & he simply speaks his one song. In the form er, there's a self-consciousness about the poem under hand, & I like the n arrato r com m enting on that as well as the other nonsense which seems to be going on around him.
The Voice is the foot th at pulses on the other side of this page. The Voice is the language of a country which didn't exist before this minute. The Voice is a fellow countrym an m um bling in a dialect. You com prehend the meta-messages. The Voice is the hot-line to your twin, your cousin, your great-great-grandfather. The Voice is a great scalpel in the m outh of the child. The Voice dream s it will always grow up, so it can talk to the alarm clock, the windows, the grave, & the darkness. The Voice laughs at its own jokes. 
